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A not-so After Party 


Author's Notes: 
clingy steve, disinterested and aloof jon 


blueballed steve 


Steve Howe, drenched with sweat after performing all four sides of Tales, walked back to the hotel with his 
bandmates. While walking he lagged behind, sticking beside his guitars that were all being wheeled to safety. He 
was also fishing inside of his bag for something- something to smoke, obviously. It was a habit he had, that 
after performing (and often before performing), he take out the half rolled joint and have a puff. And then, 


once they all returned backstage, he'd roll another to share. 


Now toasty, he ambled towards Jon, wrapping his arms around him from behind. He was very gentle, leaning in 
only slightly, "I think we did really well tonight. Even the stage effects," he added with a smile in his voice. Jon 
didn't bother to hug him back, and it seemed Steve interrupted a discussion between him and Chris. All he had 
to say was, "Ya, and the crowd, they were really loud.. aheh." 


Steve unslipped his arms and brushed his hands against each other, nervously. If Jon wasn't even going to hug 
him back, what was with all that staring and smiling on stage, then? Maybe he was just tired, Steve surmised. 
It couldn't be because he was hot from the stage, wet in the hair; no, he knew Jon liked that. 


The men slipped backstage and Chris and Jon both immediately threw themselves onto the couch, exhausted. 
Chris put his feet up and got out a cigarette. Rick was standing, only putting one hand on the back of the 
couch and staring expectantly at Jon. Alan smiled in greeting to Steve and sipped from a solo cup. Steve 
observed all of this, sinking into a lone chair across from Jon and Chris. Steve watched Rick staring at Jon until 


the latter man turned his small head and saw several eyes upon him. 


"So how do we all feel the show went?" he began, straightening up, "I think it went well. The fans were surely 
interested, even if the press won't be." 

Steve immediately added, "| agree.. and everything worked- sounded really good-" 

Rick rolled his eyes, "I'd bloody hope everything works, even if it's to project that trollop over our poor fans. 
So what, it's the fourth show? Wait until the reviews, lads. Nobody wants to listen to several 20 minute 


wankfests, except maybe your mums, eh?" 


"Awright, Rick, maybe if you put your heart into it itd sound better." Jon said sourly, "Chris what about you?" 
"Huh? Yeah, it's... well | just hope the fans like it" He chuckled airily. 
Steve butted in again, "Rick y- you, if you-" he was interrupted and he looked at his hands. 


"And poor Alan never has an opinion," Rick continued on, possibly inebriated, Steve observed. 
"I dunno | just like playing drums, really." 


Os Hey, whatever pays the bills!" Chris added, giving a more earthy chuckle this time, stamping his cigarette 
out into the ashtray on the table next to him. He readjusted his boots, placing the right over the left this 


time. 


"So it's just like, your opinion," Jon clarified, looking at Rick. 

"Dear Jon! | love you and all that tripe, but your lyrics give me a headache. Your lyrics are why | drink!" Rick 
joked, though there was an edge of seriousness to his voice. "I cannot understand for the life of me what 
you're trying to say with those lyrics, it's really just self- what's the word, flagellating, no.. self- 


masturbatory, really." 


Steve, who typically sat with his legs crossed, crossed them tighter. His hands rubbed against each other 
consolingly. He really wanted to start berating Rick for not paying attention. Steve wrote plenty of those lyrics, 
and they were very personal.. besides, Steve knew that Jon's lyrics were also very personal even if they came 


across as aloof. Steve muttered, "Jon and | wrote those lyrics.. we can explain them if you'd like..." 


"No, | don't need you spilling your little secrets to me," Rick said bitterly, "I'm sorry | ever mentioned it. I'll just 
keep playing like a keyboard monkey, but the moment you tell me | can't have my beer with me on stage l'm 
splitting in the middle of a show." Although he was trying to be lighthearted, clearly Rick was upset. Once more 


he asked Alan his true opinions on everything, in which the drummer again gave an unsatisfactory and very 
neutral, uncaring answer. Rick decided to head out without a word. Everyone else knew he'd be at the hotel 


when they'd make their way there, but with him gone there lingered a stunning silence. 


Steve slipped into Jon's hotel room right after him. He shut the door and the corner of his lips turned 
upwards slightly in a satisfied and tired smile. Without a word, Jon sat on his bed and grasped for a cigarette. 
Steve watched him and shrugged off his afghan robe, grabbing it before it fell and folding it before placing the 
garment on a chair. Now shirtless, Steve noticed Jon's eyes on him. His heart began fluttering- he was 
nervous everytime he showed himself to Jon, but he was also excited to show his love. He grinned sheepishly, 
and with a burst of excitement he jumped onto the bed and playfully landed beside Jon 

"What a great show," he breathed, trying to distract Jon from Rick's words. He sensed there was an unrest in 
his eyes, and the way he clutched the cigarette and now glared at the ceiling. He was usually talkative, if not 
incomprehensible at times with his diatribes on spirituality, and the energies of the audience. 


"Your voice was beautiful," Steve added, eager to get Jon's attention and affections, "everything sounded great. 
It was all perfect." 

Jon continued to smoke, but rested his hand against Steve's small shoulder-blades. He turned to blow out 
smoke; the smell was familiar to Steve, but nauseated him more often now that he had quit. He waited a while 
before burying his face in the crook of Jon's neck, suckling his soft skin and holding him close. He felt Jon's 
body, still emenating heat from the recent live performance. He must be out of breath, Steve thought to 
himself amusedly. 


He began tugging at Jon's shirt, trying to get the latter to come down from his haze. "Oi," Jon muttered, 
"Y'think Rick's gonna come ‘round?" 

He's thinking about Rick?! Steve detached his lips from Jon's neck and looked at him, "I dunno," he deadpanned. "He 
doesn't seem interesting in the writing process anymore to me," he added soberly, "or about the music- our 
music- the band's | mean- he seems detached from the band. | don't know, why don't you ask him 


tomorrow?" 


"| think it's the, what'sit" Jon murmured, taking off his shirt as Steve kept fidgeting with the hems. "his record 
deals that are fuckin’ with everything." 
Steve didn't even respond, he just touched Jon's bare chest and wrapped his arms around him from behind. His 


large lips brushed against Jon's shoulders and he hugged him tightly, trying to reassure himself that Jon 
wanted to be there with him, at that moment. 


It doesn't matter what stupid, arbitrary deals gets in the way of our music- the band | mean" Steve spoke 
into Jon's skin. He was glad Jon couldn't see the way he pouted and the way his eyes struggled to stare deep 
into the pale white skin before him. "We're going to play these nights and play tight. Smoke after every show, 
relax.. not have to worry about sitting in a studio just yet. Besides, Jon, I've got more ideas to show you..." 
from where Jon sat, Steve's arms around him from behind, he leaned into the other man's kisses and listened 


with closed eyes. 


".. ve written lyrics, too. If you want to see them- we don't even have to put them into a song." he kept 
whispering, administering wet and warm kisses against Jon's cheek and neck, and the corners of his mouth. His 
hands didn't grope; he held Jon softly, and mostly for his own comfort of having something to hold. ".. | just 


want to.. know your opinion” 


His hand graced Jon's crotch as if accidentally, but Jon began shrugging off his burlap and sat bare-arsed 

facing Steve. He blinked rousingly and said, "Oh, Steve, | like your homely lyrics." He leaned back against the 
hotel bed, appearing surprisingly comfortable. Steve straddled him, still in his tight pants. He began using his 
slender hands to grasp Jon's weak and inebriated erection, comfortingly rubbing the head and trying to 


encourage him to full mast. 


That seemed to sober him a little. Jon's eyes lit up and he purred, "Have you ever read War and Peace or any 
Tolstoy?" 

Steve blinked a few times and shook his head, leaning further over Jon still with a hand petting him towards 
completion. He let Jon airily explain the plot of War and Peace- never mentioning whether or not he read it at 
all- and how it-.. well, Steve lost track in Jon's warmth and the eagerness to feel him cum, knowing he wrested 
him again from wandering away from his affections. He wanted to know he was doing good, but it was the 
thoughts of writing music with Jon and playing next to him on stage that made his humble penis throb 
sanguine against his tight, velvet pants. 


Jon came weakly into Steve's swift hands; perhaps Jon was still so drunken, otherwise Steve would mentally 
berate himself for doing such a poor ‘job. But he seemed happy, lying back in the gloom. "Jon?" 

He gently touched his shoulder, "Jooon.." 

ks he sleeping? Steve thought sadly, and Jon even rolled over muttering something about the Mahavishnu 
Orchestra. Steve sat aside and finally thought that he ought to take a shower in his own room and say 
goodnight to his Gisbon; in the sense that he must see it one last time before falling asleep. 


He turned and merely glanced at Jon; that enough made him smile and have the energy to get up and leave, 
even if he left disappointed. He felt secure in his position playing his own long solos on Jon's right; the right 
hand of God where He keeps His favourites. 


